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1t war all rather new to Hartley, this
talk about “spot Hghts' “baek drops”
and “tormentors” e didn't know un-
1 Buscoe came up Into the woods for
three woeks of frhing that the stago
bad n vernnculnre that was atterly un-
fntelligiblo to him. Yot he was n good
deal Interested In theatrlenl things, e
hoped some day to write n play, There
wns an Incldent In his own life that
would make the plot.

The acqualntance began In & matter
of fact, fixhing resort sort of way. Bus.
coe In slgning the reglster had pnoticed
Richnrd Curtls Hartley's signature just
above his own,

“I'he man's some sart of an author,
fen't he?™ he nsked the clerk, The clerk
replied that Hartley was Indeed an an-
thor who was In the hablt of spending
his sunners at the resort,

“That must be the man," Buscoe had
remnrvked abisently., “S8how him to me
when he comes In”

Within a day after that Hartley be-
gun to hear things anbout the stage.
Within o week he began to hear about
“The Perfect ny.”

“Some wan ke you,” Buscoo told
him, "could write such a play. 've had
the plot In mind for months, but [ can't
write the dinlogue.”

They were out on a little eanoe pler
In the moonlight when Buscoe outlined
ST PPerfect Play™ to Hartley,

“The beroine,” he began  eapldly,
“must be o pretty glel and a good girl,
unsaphigticated and trustful,  While
still « youug womnn she (alls In love
with 0 man. Not renlly In love, bat she
thinks she does, She belleves she I8 In
love with the man to such an extent
that when he proposes an elopement
ghe 18 romantlieally charmed, Bhe has
no famlly to conglder, and there I8 no
reason why ghe should elope with the
man except that he s the sort of a
man who could not cowme out openly
with a proposal of marringe without
arousing the opposition of her gunred
ian, 8o she elopes, At their destina
tion she leaves him, having come to her
senses en route, Naturnlly she dreads
1o go hiaek to the peaple who have been
all her life long kind to her, so she goes
away nlone.

“Some yoars later she meots the real
man, Then write in your love story.
Prepare for the announcemont of thelr
engagement and then bring on your
‘heavy. Have him come from the vil-
Inge wlere your herolne was born and
have him at onee recogolze her,

“He ls o warm friend of the hero of
the play and belleves It I8 his plain
duty to tell the elopement story. Your

»

“r've aor TO TELL YOU SOMETHING, BUS-
COR" HE SBALD.

ptrong dialogue begins at this point.
Have him argue with the heroine that
she ought herself to tell him, Have her
admit it, but hold that there will be
time to tell him after they are married;
that If he I8 told now it may make a
difference; thnt she won't give him up,
she won't, she won't! That's your see-
pnd act climax.”

“And then” Ioterrupted Hartley,
“have the ‘heavy,” as you call him, tell
the story to the real man and have him
ask her about it, Then have thew part,
That's the way the fourth act would
be, wouldn't it?”

“No,” sald Buscoe solemnly, **This
man and this heroine of mine have ab-
polutely no family ties to consider,
After the man had been told about the
woman there would be a parting. That
would be the third act. But in “I'he
Perfect Play’ both the man and the
woman would reconsider, He would
scek the woman out, and the fourth
act would bring them together, happily
married."

“A play like that, you say, Inter-
rupted Hartley, “has never been writ-
ten?' '

“In plays that have that sort of a
svoman for a heroine,” explained Bus-
coe, “"usually also the violation of the
poclal law has been a gerious oue. In
*The Perfect Play’ the woman musi
early come to realize her folly and feel
s psual but entirely unwarranted and
exaggerated sense of her wrongdoing,
When she meets the man, she naturally
@reads to tell him, Well, never mind

about that, That doesn't get expluined
to the audience until the last act, and
then only from her point of view In n
munner to exclte for her ndditional
sympathy.”

Nuscoe renlized afterward that the
explanation of “The Perfoct Play" was
nbout the longest speech he had ever
mnde.

Hartley wan staring at him when he
findshend,

“I've got to tell you somethilng, Bus-
soet e mald. *1 eouldo’t tell yon ex-
copt that you have told 1t 10 me Indl-
rectly."

“You," snld Buscoe questioningly.

“It bappened to me,"” Hartley began,
“Sust ke you told it, It happened here
Inst summer, She enme here with somo
people from Davenport, She wna n gov-
ernesi, the sort that travels with people

fn the world. 8ho wouldn't glve me any
hope at all, but T was sure she cared.
Just nbout then It happened, It wasn't
noman that eame and told, but n wom-
an, & woman whom I had known and
who had koown here'

He suddenly stopped,

“The next day she was gone,”

“And you let her go"” sald Buscoe
quletly, “untll she hnd gone where
you couldn't find her, And now you
come bnek here in the summer to hope
and hope”

“For the last act,” sald Hartley sad-
ly, "only for that."

“In ‘The Perfect Play,'" gnld Buscos,
“the hero sought her out, and the last
nct set would show an exterlor water
scene, with trees and o rislng moon."

Hartley waa still looking off across
the water,

“A young woman my wife has known
for a long time"—Buscoe was talking
to the moon apparently—=“grew confl-
dentinl n few months ago. She ia re-
gponsible for the plot of “T'he Perfect
Plny.' She thought the story would
muke a perfect plny and that with my
help she could write It, She told my
wife tinally who the man was."

Hartley had grasped him
shioulder,

“You are the man, Hartley."” Buscoe
was smiling. “She sald you were here
for the summer, You sece, shie knew
more about you than you knew nbout
her, 8o T thought that as long ns 1
needed a vocatlon 1 might as well
come here and Incldentally Lecome ne-
qualnted with you and your Ildeas
about the fourth act. Binee you ap-
parently agree, here I8 her address,”
He peered by moonlight Into his eard-
case, "I think 1 shall be here about
two weeks longer,” he went on serene-
ly. “That's time enough for you to get
back here on your honeymoon, This
I8 the fourth act set ‘by nature,’”

by the

Denth by Falling Is Pleasant.

Most people regard death by a fall as
one of the most agonlzing forma of
dying. This opinlon is erroneous. The
first fact to be consldered Is that the
subjective feelings lu the varlous kinds
of fall are thé same. There are people
who have escaped death by a halr-
breadth who reached the stage of un-
consclonsness and who are able to re-
port what they felt. A sclentific gen-
tleman who hang occupled himself with
this Interesting question for many
yoars bases his observations on per-
sonal experlence and on n large num-
ber of cases which have oceurred not
only In the mountains, but also in war,
In Industrinl  establishments and In
rillway accidents,
The vietim suffers no paln, no para-
Iyeing terror. Ho I8 perfectly aware
of what I golng on, The time seems
long to him. In a few seconds be is
able to think so much that he can re
port for an entire hour on it. Iis
thinking power ls immensely increased.
In nlmost all cases the past seems sud-
denly lighted up as If by a tlash of
lightnlug. All phases of life pass be-
fore the wilnd's eye, nothing petty or
unfmportant disturbing the retrospect.
Then geutle, soft tones sound In one's
enrs and die away at lust when uncon-
sclonsness sets in. One hears the fall
of the body, but does not feel it.

Smanll Men's Marital Woen,

“Did you ever notice,” asked one of
a group of friends, “that In ninety-nine
out of every hundred separation ac-
tions the wman 18 small of stature?
Well, it is so. Just notice in the fu-
ture. Of course In divorce actiona the
rule will not hold, but in separation
sults, where the partles wish to part
merely through an Inability to live
bhapplly together, you will find that the
mun is slight in bulld and below the
medinm of height. 1 attribute three-
fourths of the trouble to the man too.
The smaller the man s the more egotis-
tical be is and will not, as a rule. give
way to his wife in anything. He med-
dles in the household affalrs, decides
what the baby shall wear and takes
any wifely rebuke or fault finding very
serlously, whereas a blg, burly man
would laugh, or at least keep still and
suy nothing. Mind you, I am not say-
log that all small wmen are egotistical,
for I am rather small myself, but In
cases of this kind it is a fact that the
majority of complalopants are smull In
stature and small In mind."—New York
World.

Tennyson,

Miss Weld in writing of the visit of
Tennyson to her father's house In Lon-
don says: "My uncle disllked an over-
display of demonstration in publlec and
sald that in his experience ‘when young
married people keep on publicly raln-

to Kurope In the winter, 8he was alone |

Whanlkky Mops Nridgen,
in the wilds of #8cuth America many
pioe breldges oxist, and In wreiting of
Cfhem w tmveler, who publiabed through
Mosnts, Longieans “1he Creeat Mouns
Im!nw nnd Forests of Bouth Awmerlen,”
says: "There bolng uo tevos here, such
bridges s wels necessary wors el
iy eonmtrocted of o couple of Mopes
ptretelo] peroas o chonsm, vpon which
|was sprond a rough kind of motting
made of plant hroshiwood or o sort of
rush, Rueh brldges swur g abotut fear
fully and erpnekod wmter the fool as if
abont tiv ghve woy, Often 1 held my
!tm'ulh while posslng such a bridge,
momentarlly expecting the rotten con-
trivanee to part v the middle,  Thers
waos plenty of evidence In the skeletons
of horsex and mules on the rocks be
low that acceldents not Infrequently oes
eurred, but | was assured that not
many men were lost, which, of course,
cwas un excendingly eomforting assur-
anee, especindly a1 notleed that the
guldes were careful to see that elther
I or George wna the first to cross
these confounded structures. At one of
these places we saw on the rocks 300
foot below the skull and bones of two
{men who had boeen lost about eight
| years before™
|
| finnkes Waste Little Time Eating.
A serpent will go for weeks, some-
tHmes even for months, without feed-
mg. Then It may tuke three rabbits or
Jucks, one after the other, at a single
meal and  afterward become  torpld
‘whllv digestion proceeds, When, after

A sufficlent perlod of fasting, it gets
disposed to eat and a rabbit happens to
he Introduced Into its enge, it may
Iplalnly be seen that the rabblt's pres.
ence Is quickly noticed by It. The
|unalm will Legin to move slowly about
til It has brought Ita snout opposite the
rabbit's muzzle. Then, In an Instant, 1t
will selze the rabbit's head In its
mouth, simultanecously colllug its pow-
erful body around It and crushing it
to death at onee,

The netlon Is so Instantaneous that It
s lmpossible for the rabbit to suffer.
Certalnly It can suffer no more than
when killed by a poulterer. The sunke
Joes not lmmediately uncoll its folds,
tbut continues for a time to hold its vig-
tim tightly embraced, sometimes rocks
Ing Itself gently to and fro. Then It
flowly unwinds Its huge body and once
more takes the rabbit's head In its
‘mouth and gwallows it.

Supersiitions About Nread,

In Brittany when a housewlife heging
to knead dough she makes a cross with
ber right hand, the left belng placed In
the trough. If n cat enters the room, it
I8 belleved the bread will not rise.
It 18 supposed that certain women ecan
cause the dough to multiply itself. On
the coast of the channel the dough Is
adJured to Imitate the leaven, the mil-
ler and the baker and to rise.

The oven I8 n sacred object and con-
nected with crowds of superstitions.
The oven Is dediented, with ceremo-
(ules, In certaln places In DBrittany the
wood s watered with blessed water.
Bread must not be cooked on certain
days, as on Holy Friday or during the
night of All Baints, when the ghosts
would eat It

The Introdaction of Forks,

Forks are articles of such common
housdehold necessity to us that we hard-
Iy realize that there was a time, and
oot 80 long ago eltbher, when forks were
entirely unknown., A knife was used
(at the table to cut up food, but the

food 8o cut was afterward conveyed by
| the fingers to the mouth. Rich and poor
allke were accustomed to this method
and so thought it perfectly correct,

It was about the year 1600 aad in the
[reign of Jumes I, when forks were first
|Iutn,ulm_-mi into England. This “plecs
Iof refluement,” we are told, was de-
rived from the Italians.

Serpent Worahip In Indina,

Berpent worship, once very widely
difMused, survives In India. Sometimes
when Hindoos find a cobra In some
erevice In the wall of thelr house it
will often be reverenced, fed and pro-
pitiated, and if fear or the death of
| some one bitten by it induces them to
'remove It they will handle it tenderly
and let It loose In some fleld. When
Hindoos are bitten, they have far more
confidence In thelr magle spell or
“muntra” than in any medicine, even if
they do not scruple to make use of
| medical ald.

Fill the Place Well,

Where one man is called to be a hero
jon some great scale 10,000 men are
called to be courteous, gentle, patient,
There are conspicuous virtues which
{make reputation, and there are quiet
| virtues, the virtues of private life,
which make character. It I8 not every
{man's duty to fill a large place, but It is
every man's duty to fill his own place
well.—Christinn Evangelist.

A Narrow Margin.

John Stuart Mill was once dining
with two brilllant French talkers who
|were glven to monologue. One had
| possession of the fleld, and the other
was watching him so intently to strike
In that MIill exclaimed aloud, “If he
stops to breathe, he's gone.”

Responaibilities,
“Remember,” sald the serious eitizen,
“that wealth has its responsibilities.”
“Yes," answered Mr. Cumrox. *“So
[long as you are humble and obscure

ing “my dears” thick upon each other |FOu can say ‘I seen It' and ‘I done it'
it is a sure sign that a quarrel is at And eat with your knife all you want
hand.' | to,""—=Washington Star,

“Akin to this hatred of unreal affec-

s - Defined.
tion was my uncle's dislike to the ful- | ) :
some fattery and general vapldness of | She—Dear, you have crushed and al-

many after dinner speeches, and he de. | MOSt sulfocated me. What kind of a
clared to me that, if called on to make | DU do you call that?

a speech when he felt he had really | llt‘--'ihuts‘ a M:*tmpolitun street rall-
nothing to say, he should just rise and | W&¥ bug.—New York Life,

exclaim,

"Out of my latitude, as I live,
Therefore no platitude—pray forgive,

Falmouth is probably the oldest port
In England, It was used by the Pheenl-

and promptly resume his seat.” clans at least 2,500 years ago.
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DUMMY DEE AND
THE BISHOP

By L. E._ _Ch:'rrcndcn
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Dummy Dee had come to eall upon
the bishop,

The bishop and he were very par-
tlenlar friends and therefore shook
hands, ns man to man, In a very cordial
manner,

“1 ¢ame,"” sald Dummy Dee, “on very
particular business, and [ would have
been awful sorry not to find you at
home

“1 nm very glad to be here, Dummy
Dee," sald the bishop, smiling at his
Bucst.

There was a short pause, Dummy
Dee frowning thoughtfully Into space
for ldeas and the bishop walting to
bear the manner of his guest's busi-
HeRS,

“Are you ever lonesome, bishop?'
asked Dummy Dee at last, leaning for-
ward and clasping his ghort arms
around his knees,

“Yos, often,” snid the bishop, the
note of truth vibeating through his
tone,

Childless and wifeless and of strong
and often unpopular opinions, the
pcholarly bishop was Indeed a lonely
man, Just now particularly so.

A controversinl point had forced him
into o position where he stood nlmost
if not quite alone, He tried to belleve
his position was a matter of principle.
His enemles sald it was obstinacy and
dogmatism, and even his warmest
friends were silent and regretful over
the matter at issue,

He bnd when Dummy Dee eame In
been writing on the polnt, and bitter,
fiery words were penned on the shects
of paper that strewed the open desk.
He glanced at them now as he spoke,
and from them to the beautiful pletur-
ed face of his young wife, who had
died very early In thelr married life.

Yes, he was very lonely.

Dummy Dee nodded and looked
thoughtfully at the glowing grate fire,

“Nice things happen sometimes when
you're lonesomest, though," he sald by
way of giving a small ecrumb of com-
fort to his friend.

“You know mother s alck and down
gouth getting her health and father
busy at the settlement work, and some-
thnes I get kind of a stomach ache in
my heart and a lump In my throat.

“My, It most chokes me,” he added
feelingly. *“But just the other day the
summer boarder sent me these bicyele
trousers,” sticking out his short leg
for the bishop to see, “or I never could
have stood it in the world, She knew
how 1 felt about kilts and aprons and
always having to wear something of
the other children's 'count of their
growing so fast and me not. I slept
with 'em that nlght in bed, and once
when I woke up and thought about
mother I just reached over and felt
of these, and then I felt better, Did
you ever try anything like that?' he
asked, looking at the bishop's trou-
sered legs stretehed out on the other
side of the tire,

“No,” the bishop replied bravely; he
had not thought of it,

“Then there are always things to do
for folks, you know, and that's one
thing I eame to see about,” continued
Dummy Dee. “I've been taking soup
and books and things up for the settle-
ment people to a little girl who lives in
an attic near the settlement,

“8She's got a kind of mother, only she's
an aunt and awful bad to her. She
drinks something out of a bottle”--and
Dummy Dee lowered his voice to a
shocked whisper—*and she Is awful
mean to Nora,"

“What Is the matter
asked the bishop.

“A spinal back T think they call it,”
sald Dummy Dee, with a learned alr,
“and I feel so sorry. 1 asked father if
he'd adopt her, and he sald he thought
he couldn't., I've thought I'd marry
ber If necessary, but father would have
to adopt us both then, What do you
think ¥

The bishop's prineipal thought was a
desire to laugh, but he held his peace,
80 Dummy Dee went on:

“She's English. I've told her about
you, Bhe calls you lord, but I sald
not lord exactly, only kind of next to
the Lord, you know."

At this the bishop could contain him-
self no longer, but put back his head
and lnughed a pealing laugh that star-
tled the shadows In the dim, quiet -
brary, and he only stopped when he
beheld Dummy Dee gazing at him In
mlild surprise.

“Come,"” sald the bishop, springing
up like a boy, *“let us go and see
Nora."

Goodby!" sald Dummy Dee, getting
up, or sliding down, rather, from his
chalr. “That's what 1 wanted. Let's
walk. It Isn't very far, and It's a fine
day.”

But before they started the bishop
swept up the written sheets of paper

with Nora?'

and threw them on the grate. They
blazed cheerfully.
“HI' sald Dummy Dee. “S8ee 'em

wriggle as if they hurt."

“1 intended they should hurt others,”
snld the bishop softly, with a curious
gmile.

Many curlous eyes turned to watch
the two, the dignlfied ecclesiastic in
his churchly garb and the sunny, romp-
ing, rosy child, who, not altogether un-
aware of these glances, took them
largely as a tribute to his beloved bley-
ele trousers and strutted proudly,

Two delightful stops were made be-
fore they reached the tenement where
little Noran lved, and they went on,
laden with books, games and flowers.

“Father says she looks like a pleked
flower without water,"” sald Dummy
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Dee as they elimbed the steep, rickety
stalrs,

They entered the room in response to
Nora's summons, and Dummy Dee,
somoewhat embarrassed, made the bigh-
op known to the pale faced child lying
on the dingy bed.

No one had ever seen the scholarly
bishop in so delightful @ mood as the
two children found him that afternoon,

Norn's cheeks grew pink with happl-
ness and her eyes hrighter than ever as
she llstened to stories. guessed riddles
and played gnmes with the bishop and
Dummy Dee.

Al lnst the shadows grew longer.

“I've a lnst story to tell you two ehil-
dren before we go,” sald the bishop,
“and you must be very quiet and listen
bhard, for there Is a guessing part to it

“Ounce upon a time,” began the bish-
op, “there Hved a man alone, and, as
sometimes happens to lonely people,
he grew selfish and bitter hearted, lle
forgot the teachings of the one whom
he had vowed to serve, but tried in-
stead to serve himself and was unhap-
py, as all such men are.

“There came to him one day a dear
little friend of his who was also lone-
Iy, but who tried to forget his lonell-
ness by helping others and was com-
forted by doing this. Ho the man
learned a lesson from his little friend,
and he, ton, found comfort and happi-
ness a8 the boy had.

“Now, the man naturally did not
want to be lonely and unhappy and
bitter again, for he found the better
part, so he thought out a plan. Ile
woutld take the boy down south to his
mother, who Is almost well, but not
quite so well as she will be when the
man brings to her her youngest bhoy."

There wans a queer gurgling sob
that was half a laugh and half a ery
and altogetbher a mixture of home-
slekness and eoming delight, and Dumn-
my Dee shot himself bodily into the
bishop’s arms, cuddled against his
shioulder and lay there snitHing hap-
pily, He groped vainly for his hand-
kerchief that could not be found, and
Lils fingers closed gratefully over the
bishop's fine lawn that he found within
his grasp.

"Guessed,” sald the bishop, langhing,
with a shake In his volee. “The first
part of my puzzie story guessed with-
out a mistake, Now for the second.
Then he took the little sick girl to n
white, bright room that he knows of in
the children's hospital, where, sur-
rounded by birds, books and flowers
and loving care, she ean get well and
perhaps come to live in the lonely house
of the lonely man to brighten it."

Another little cry from the bed, and
Nora's slender, groping fingers sought
the bishop's hand. “Me?’ she said.
“Me—Nora? Would my aunt"—

“I think s0," said the bishop. “We
will find a way. But what a fine pair
of guessers these two are! Never to
manke a mistake!”

When the kind hearted woman on
that floor came In to look nfter Nora,
ber aunt belng away serving time for
drunkenness, they went awany and left
the happy child, already better, with
hope and joy working miracles with
her,

“You make up your mind the best
and quickest of any one I ever khew,
How did you think of such beautiful
things?" asked Dummy Dee as they
felt thelr way down the rickety stairs.

"It's a thank offering, Dummy Dee,"”
gald the bishop, with a return of his
curious smile, “for burulng the pa-
pers."

Three Signs,

When I wns a young man, sald an
old timer, 1 was employed in an Ohlo
town of some 1,800 Inhabitanis. One
day the town was billed from roof to
foundation In flaming letters, “They're
Coming!" One couldn't go amiss of the
big letters. They followed him every-
where, and half the town would awalk-
en in the middle of the night with those
huge letters staring them in the ace,
while they wondered what it all meant.

A week or more passed, and one
morning every one of those slgns was
covered with another equally flaming
“They Have Come; ut Town Hall To-
night!”  And you may be sure the town
turned out {u force, There wasn't stand.
Ing room, although a liberal admittance
fee was charged. Inside n blg curtaln
excluded the stage, and to this all eyes
were turned as the appointed hour drew
near, There was a little delay, and it
was about half past 8 when the eurtaln
slowly rose, discloslng to vlew unother

— _ — |
of the blg lettered slgis, only thé Word-
Ing was different this time,

The sign read “They Have Gone!™
And you can bet your last dollar It
wasn't long before the townspeople had
gone, Sowe clever fellows had worked
the game successfully and got away
with a snug little sum, leaving only a
couple of townspeople to pull up the
curtain,

—r e

A Lost Art.

“Groceful bowing,” remarked the
statuesque young lady at the head of
the tea table, “is fast becoming one of
the lost arts. Few are proficient in it,
and, Indeed, the difficulties nre many.
I am referring of course to men. Wo-
men gre still mistresses of the art, but
not all of them, either.

“But I have seen men who were fat,
not to say tubby, and they find that a
mere inclination of the head I8 a bur-
den, for It Induces disagreeable rushes
of blood to the head, and that is bad
for men who wear twenty Inch collars.
And there are men who are tall, lean
und scrnggy, and when they bow, be-
ing sensitive plants, they think and
make the spectator think, of stringed
marionettes, and they dread the smile

of the man in the street, a e

“And I have seen men whom the erit-
fenl moment found unprepared, with
hands in pockets. And I have seen
them when they were wearing caps
and clutched vainly and instinctively,
at hat brims, and I blushed at their
grotesque poses and involuntary carica-
tures of the line of beauty."—New
York Times,

Good Breeding,

The most potent factor of good breed-
Ing, the prime element, the first prin-
eiple, is vothing more or less than a
condensation of the Golden Rule—un-
selfishness, kindness of heart. Nothing
else can ever gain superiority over this
great and noble tralt of character, and
without this no person can possess real
refinement, perfeet dignity and truly
good breeding. Nothing ean supply Its
loss, and nothing can buy its posses-
slon. Unselfishness {8 inherent, innate
and inborn. It Is n mysterlous some-
thing that cannot well be defined and
yet may be found in the poorest and
humblest as well as in the loftiest and
noblest of all God's ereatures.

Good breeding is plainly a matter of
Instinct, an Inborn possession that is
one of the greatest of treasures, Many
possess it, but a great many more fail
to attain it through lack of the neces-
sary qualities essentlal to Its acqulsi-
tlon.—Memphis Commercial Appeal,

~ MOTHER ?
ARE YOU
EXPEOTANT ?

MOTHER’S FRIEND

makes childbirth easy by preparing the
system for parturition and thus shortening
labor. The painful ordeal is robbed of its
terrors, and the danger lessened to both
mother and child; the time of confinement
is shortened, the mother rested, and child
fully developed, strong and healthy,
Morning sickness, or nausea arising
from pregnancy, is prevented by its use,
As pregnancy advances, the breasts en-
lar‘ge, become swollen and hard, Long
before the child is born, they are prepar-
ing for the secretion of milk, "It is import-
ant that they receive early attention.
Mother's Friend softens the skin and
facilitates the secretion of Life Fluid.
Undeveloped breasts, hard-caked shortly
after delivery, are the result of non-
treatment, and likely to culminate in
Mammary Abscess, from which so man
suffer excruciating pain and are left wi

these organs Pcmmuently impaired,
Softness, pliahility and expansion are given to
the muscles and sinews, thus bhu{lnx comfort
and causing an easy issue of the child, Tr'y it.
Of druggists §r.00. Our book “Motherhood” free,
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